HONGKONG—MACAO
for Tung-kwan—if, indeed, we hadn't passed it already—
and relapsed into a long, boring, travel-nightmare which
did not leave me until dawn.
We both woke with a start in full sunny daylight.
Where were we? Certainly not in Sian. Certainly not past
Tung-kwan, even; for, away to our right, spread the broad
beach of the Yellow River. On our left was a little station:
we read its name-board, Ling Pao. The station buildings
were pitted with shrapnel-holes and all the windows were
smashed. A piece of loose iron on top of the water-tank,
camouflaged with branches, clattered in the hot violent
wind. Behind the station in a sandy hollow lay the mean,
dusty village. Chiang came in with bad news. There had
been a railway accident farther down the line. We
shouldn't be able to move on till eight o'clock that night.
We did move, nevertheless, into a deep cutting be-
tween two tunnels, where the train could take shelter
from a possible attack by enemy planes. The other pas-
sengers seemed to take the delay much more philosophi-
cally than we did. They scrambled up the steep slopes of
the cutting or went to sleep on the shady side of the line.
The engine driver got out a bundle of straw—perhaps kept
specially for this very purpose—and lay down comfort-
ably under his locomotive to read a book. The sun blazed
down, the bottom of our ravine was heated like a brick-
oven. Presently a string of peasants came trooping through
the tunnel from Ling Pao, and, within half an hour, the
cutting was a market resounding with the screams of
women and boys crying their wares.
Peevishly anxious for news, we asked Chiang to fetch
the conductor. He arrived, apologetically smiling. Yes, it
was quite true, there had been an accident. An engine had
run off the rails. They were laying a loop of new track
121

